Thtrdgedie of 

Are cl amorous groanes which ftrike vpon my hart. 
Which is the bell, fo fighs, and teares, and grones, 

Shew minutes, times, and houres: but my time, 
Runnes porting on in Bullingbrokes proud ioye. 
While I (land fooling heere his iackc of the clockc. 
This muficke maddes me. let it found no more. 

For though ithaue holpmad men to their witts. v . . 

In me it feemes it will make wife men mad: 

Yet bleffiing on his hart that giues it me, 

For tis afigne of loue; and loue to Richard, 

Is a ftrangc brooch in this al-hating W'orld. 

Enter agroome of the flub le. 

Croome. Haile roiall Prince. 

Rjch. Thankes noble peare: 

T he cheapeft of vs is ten grotes too deare. 

What art thou, and how comeft thou hither, 

Where no man neuer comes, but that fad dog, 
Thatbrings me foode to make miffortune liue. 

Croome. I was a poore groome ofthy (table King, 
When thou wert King: who trauailling towards Yorkc 
With much adoe (at length) haue gottenleaue. 

To looke vpon my (ome times roiall maiflers face; 

Oh how iternd my hart when I beheld. 

In London ftreetes, that Corronation day. 

When Bullingbtoke rode cn Roane Barbaric, 

That horfe, that thou fo often haft beftride. 

That horfe, that I fo carefully haue dreft. 

Rjch. Rode heonBarbarie.tellmegentlcfreind, 

How went he vnder him? 

Groom. So proudly as if he difdaind the ground. 

K ic. Soproudthat Bullingbroke was on hisbacke: 
That lade hath eate bread from my royall hand, 

This hand hath made him proud with clapping him: 
Would he not (tumble, W’ould he not fall downe 
Since pride mult haue afal^and breake the necke, 
Ofthat prondman.that did vfurpehis backeJ 
Forgiucnes horfe why do I raile on thee? 





kittg Richard the fecond. 

Since thou created to be awed by man, 

Waft borne to beare 5 I was not made a hone, 

And yetlbeare a burthen like an afTc, 

Spurrdc,gaUd,and tit de by iaunci ng Bullingbrooke. 1 

€ nter one to Rjchtrd "With medte. 

Keeper Fellow, giue place, heere is no .longer (lay. 

Rich. Ifthou loue me, tis time thou wert away. 

Croome What my tong dares not,that my heart (hal (ay. 
'Exit Groome. 

Keeper My Lord, wilt pieafe you to fall to? 

Rjch. Tafte of it firft as thou art wontto do. 

Keeper My Lord I dare not, fir Pierce of Exton, 

Who lately came from the King commaunds the contrary; 

Rich. The diuell take Henry of Lancaftcr, and thee* 

Patience is ftale, and lam wearie ofit. 

Keeper Help, help, help. 

The murder ert rujh in. 

Rich. How now. what meanes Heath in this rude affauk? 
Villaine, thy ownchnnd yeclds-thy deaths inftrutnenfo 
Co thou andfill another roome in hell. 

Here Extonftrikes him down*. 

Ridr. T hat hand ftiall burnein neuer quenching fire» 
That flaggers thus my perfon : Exton,tby fierce hand 
Hath with the kings bloud (hind the kings owne land. 
Mounr mount my foulc, thy feate is vp on high, 

Whilft my grolle flefh finckes downeward here to die. 

Exton As fullof valure as of royall bloud: 

Both haue I fpilld. Oh would the deede were goocJf 

For now the diuel/ that told me I did well, 

Saies that this deede is chronicled in hell: 

Fins dead kingto.the liuing king lie beare. 

I akc hence the reft, and giue them buriall heere. 

Enter BuUmgbrooketrith thednkeo/Yorke. 
t Kmd Ivnclc Yorkc, the lateft newes we hcar£ 

tuat the rebels haue confumcd with fire 

K Our 
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